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When the fresh woods are ringing
With the screaming of the jay; Where, through the ruddy maple leaves,
Pours the sun's crimsoned ray: When the stiffened leaves are rustling,
And dropping from the trees, And the dark blue water ripples
In the light morning breeze: And far aloft against the sky
The mountain summits rear Their black rocks, gay with leafy plumes,
In the sharp atmosphere. Then, by the island's grassy bank,
I fling me on the ground, And snuff the breeze, like a deer
That scents the distant hound. 'T is then the fire of health and youth
Burns high in every breast, And the wild zeal to dare and do,
And scorn of slothful rest. 'T is then our thoughts are proudest;
The dearest joy we know, Would be to hear the war-whoop ring,
To grapple with the foe. The feelings of my earlier youth
I may recall again, When I was a lonely wanderer
In the wild land of Spain. And up the rough Sierra
By the faint moon I rode, And the pale light, so softly bright,
Rock, gulf, and torrent showed. I looked on her : it seemed to me
That I low sounds could hear, As if the spirits of the rocks
Were whispering in my ear. And strange vague thoughts came thronging,
Thickly and dreamily;